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Too Much To Dream 


The Farm 


hspired partially by a Big Country song and dedicated to the late Stuart Adamson 


Prologue: Too much to dream. 
Chemmychow, chemmychow, chemmychow--- 


She stood stock-still, petrified, as the shrill, soulless cry ululated around her. All she could see was white - blank, 
stark, unrelenting white save for fragments of a black outline, a feeling of fear, of not-rightness, this wasn't right, 
it wasn't natural, not normal, but it had to be, it was a dog, wasn't it? A dog, yes, but at the same time not a dog, 


not a dog -- anymore -- 


"Maddy? Maddy, luv, wake up." 


Reality started to slowly filter in, not erasing the bizzare dream so much as overlaying it, layer by layer - 
the musty smell of the leather sofa, a voice, the warm comfort of the hand on her hip-- 


"Maddy?" 


Gentle lips brushed hers and she finally opened her eyes, looking into the concerned brown ones so close to 


hers. "Jimmy?" 


"Is me, hummingbird," Jimmy Page said gently, sitting back a bit but cupping his hand against her face. "Are 
you all right?" It was almost midnight; he'd arrived back at Headley Grange about an hour earlier to find his 
wife Maddy asleep on the downstairs sofa. At first he'd debated waking her versus trying to carry her 
upstairs to bed, but then she'd started whimpering in her sleep and he'd become rather alarmed when he 
couldn't wake her. It had taken a few minutes of gentle shaking before she'd finally started to come out of it. 


"Yeah. | just fell asleep is all" She quite naturally didn't remember doing it. She finally sat up, squeezing her eye 
shut for a moment to try to get them to water, mentally cursing herself out for falling asleep with her 
contacts in again. "When did you get in?" 


"A few minutes ago." He pulled her into his arms, nuzzling into her disheveled hair. "Lord and Lady, am | ever 
glad to see you." He could still feel the fearful tension in her body; whatever she'd been dreaming has 


frightened her badly. 
"Even in this state?" She managed a wry smile. 


"Especially in this state," he replied, kissing her nose. Her long dark curly hair was rumpled, sleep-frizzed to a 
degree, and her dark eyes were bloodshot. He wasn't sure if the dark smudges under them were circles or the 
remnants of her eyeliner. Her skin was even paler than usual, almost sickly, betraying her fatigue. Nonetheless, 
he still thought she was adorable. Petite and slightly plump, with delicate features and huge dark eyes, she 
reminded him of pictures he'd seen of old-time American silent movie stars - or of the wide-eyed comic book 


characters he'd seen on the band's trip to Japan 


She almost rubbed her eyes, but thought the better of it, pulling them closed by the corners instead. "I knew 
you were coming back tonight. | should have at least had the decency to stay awake. Heck, | should have been 
there to welcome you at the door in approprately skimpy attire, drink in hand." 


"Now that would only make me wonder who just left," he said, giving her an affectionate smile. She was not, in 
any sense of the word, a femme fafale. Her efforts to that end always ended in a comical catastrophe. He 


hugged her tighter. "Seriously, hummingbird, are you sure you're all right?" 


She nodded. "| was just having a weird dream is all. It's nothing.’ It wasn't nothing. The dream had left her with 


a vauge sense of unease that refused to dissipate. 


Jimmy wasn't entirely convinced it was nothing, but didn't pursue it. "You're exhausted, luv. Go on up to bed, 


okay? I'll be there in a few minutes." 

She nodded. She was tired, and her contacts now felt like gravel in her sandblasted eyes. "Don't be too long?" 
He kissed her nose. "Promise." 

nee 


When he came in the bedroom some twenty minutes later, Maddy was sitting on their bed in a pale, sea-green 


nightgown, putting glycerin drops in her eyes. "Man, | hate it when | do that." 
"Do what, luv?" 


"Fall asleep with my contacts in like that” She blinked a few times, then looked at him as best she could. "Now | 
really can't see a damn thing." Her left eye felt like some sadist had lined her eyelid with |50 grit sandpaper. 


He smiled. "You could always feel your way around, you know." 

"I'd take you up on that if | were sure | could stay awake long enough," she said, rubbing her eyes and looking 
in his general direction. Her left eye wasn't too bad; she could actually make out things like the clock across 
the room if she squinted. With her right eye, the object in question had to be about four inches away before 


she could see it clearly. 


"| don't think that would be a problem," he said with a chuckle, putting out the light. On the way to bed, he 


paused, looking out the window. 
"| think the full moon is next week--" he started, then broke off. "What's that?" 


"What's what?" Maddy hurried over. 


"Something's out there." He sounded more puzzled than apprehensive. "| thought it was a person for a moment. 
It looked like it was standing - see, there it goes. Now it's on all fours." 


She could just see a vaugely human-sized shape loping away through the trees. "What was it?" 


‘I'm not sure. Maybe a bear?" His first impression was of a human, but now he thought it might have been a 


large dog. 
"There are bears in England?" 


"| don't know. Are there?" He looked at her. "Whatever it was, it's gone now." 


She nodded, going back over to the bed. He joined her. "Maddy, luv? Are you sure you're all right?" 

‘Im fine, Jimmy, really." She smiled wanly. 

He pressed his hands to her face, gently, gazing into her eyes, then leaned over to kiss her. She closed her 
eyes as their lips met, thinking that, for someone who'd never put much stock in fairy tales, she'd certainly 
done an admirable job of landing in her own peculiar version of one, complete with a reputedly haunted castle 


on the Scottish moors and a sweetly charming and definitely loopy prince who doubled as the castle's resident 


wizard. 


‘lm not going to do this to you, luv. You're too tired," he said when their lips finally parted. He wasn't too sure 
about himself, either. Six hours behind the wheel of a car didn't do much for one's libido. 


"Do anything you want," she said, “Really, | don't mind” Given her enervated fatigue, she knew an orgasm for 


her was out of the question, but she hated putting him off. 
He shook his head. "It's no fun that way. Not if you're not enjoying it, too." 
She looked amused, but touched. "Since when are you such a sensitive new-age guy?" 


‘lm not. | just get off on getting you all hot and bothered," he said, rolling over on his back to look up at her, 
the tenderness in his eyes betraying his real feelings. 


"That's more like it” She lay down with him, snuggling close. 

He rolled over on his side to hug her tighter. "I love this. We can do absolutely nothing in bed and it's still cool" 
"I hope you don't intend to make a habit of it, though," she said. All her careful attempts to divide love from 
sexual attraction had gone right out the proverbial window after their first night together. Yes, she adored 


him in that high, platonic, noble sense - and yes, she also wanted to fuck him senseless. 


"Never--" He was already about half-asleep. He roused himself enough to kiss the top of her head. "Love you, 


hummingbird" 
She snuggled closer. "Love you, too." 


~ Ke 


L He's not the Antichrist; he's just a very naughty boy. 


"Shit--" Maddy grumbled, looking from the swimsuit-bedecked cover of a catalog to her own decidedly beach- 
unready belly. "I have got to lose weight" She thought a moment, then tossed the catalog into the garbage can 
across the kitchen. It was early the next afternoon. Jimmy was hard at work creating aural magick with his 


Les Paul, leaving her more or less to her own devices. She grumbled, wishing one of those devices would 


vaporize junk mail and swimsuit catalogs, then picked up a fat padded envelope. "Say what?" The return address 
was Stuttgart - Arkansas, not Germany - and the customs tag indicated a book. She opened it. "What the--?" 
Inside was a tawdry-looking paperback titled Stairway To Hell: The Truth Behind The Rock And Roll Band ‘Led 
Zeppelin" And Their Shocking Deal With The Lord Of Darkness! by the Reverend Julus H Blesset 


"Ohhhhh-kay--" She turned the envelope upside down and shook out a note: Dear Maddy, as you can see from 
this book, your soul is in mortal and immediate danger! The man you have married has been Revealed as the 
Antichrist! | beg you, in the name of our Good Lord And Saivor, Jesus Christ, to find a good pastor to free your 


precious soul from this mortal evil! Blessings to Jesus, you loving and concerned Aunt Vivian 
‘Oh-kaaaay." Consumed by morbid curiousity, she started thumbing through the book. "Eeeeeyeah. Uh-huh. 


doting, Bible-toting aunt) had been dipping into the Communion wine as of late. However, it looked to make for 
some entertaining reading. She leafed forward several chapters. "However, careful analysis of this so-called 
‘mystic sign’ shows it to be the Symbol of the Beast, the Sign that this supposed man, Jimmy Page, is in fact 
the Beast, the Antichrist--" She looked around at a plump, midsized black dog of uncertain lineage, presently 
snoozing in front of the refrigerator so as not to miss a potential snack. "Hey Blackie, get a load. | married the 
Antichrist! Pretty cool, huh?" She actually was pretty sure that Jimmy's "mystic sign’ was in fact the ancient 
magickal symbol for Saturn, Capricorn's ruling planet. She herself was a Taurus, which she supposed made 


them the astrological equivalent of the irresistible force and the immovable object. 
"You fucking idiot! What the fuck did you do?!" 


"Uh-oh." Maddy looked around, wide-eyed, as the huge front door banged hard enough to shake the huge 
house. It took her a moment to realize that Jimmy had just stalked outside to yell at whoever had incurred his 
wrath, not come in yelling. She shook her head. It had to be something serious. Tirades were not Jimmy's style; 
he was normally quite placid. In fact, the only time she'd ever seen him really overreact was when, jetlagged, 
exhausted and badly frazzled, he'd torn the cord of a ringing hotel phone out of the wall, concealed jack and all 
- before noticing the pair of scissors she was holding out. 


‘Oh--" His expression abruptly changed from exhaustedly enraged to sheepishly contrite. 
"Just an idea for next time, Dr. Banner," she'd said, trying in vain not to laugh. 


She was just taking the whistling teapot off the stove when Jimmy came in, obviously still doing something of 


a rolling boil himself. "God damn fucking moronic bastard--" 
‘Jimmy, what happened?" Okay, whatever this is, its bad 


"Fucking asshole--" Jimmy sat down at the table, putting his hands over his face. "God damn fucking asshole--" 
His tirade wasn't directed at her and she knew it. She didn't say anything, just poured water over the teabags 
waiting in the mugs, then went over to Jimmy to rub his shoulders. He didn’t look up, but leaned back into her 


touch a bit. After a few minutes, he let out a long, shuddery sigh. 


"Better?" she said gently. 


"Sort of" He didn't look up. "| would fucking kill Nevison right about now if | could think of a place to hide the 
body." 


"Ron? The sound engineer? What did he do?" Now, that is. 
Jimmy sighed again, finally looking up. "| wanted to put an acoustic bit on that song we're working on, but | told 
him whatever he did, not to erase the other guitar track. | had this nice fat track down and it was perfect. 


And--" 


"He erased it," Maddy finished, making a wry, knowing face. Yup, his ass is grass - or toast. Whatever suits your 


fancy.. 


Jimmy nodded. "Fucking asshole. And the safety tape sounds like we recorded it under a ton of wet blankets or 
something. It's totally muffled." 


"Maaan--" She put her arms around him from behind, just holding him. 
After a few minutes, he looked around at her. "Sorry, luv. | didn't mean to yell at you, too." 


"You didn't yell at me, so don't expect me to forgive you for it,” she said, kissing the tip of his nose. "Do you 
think you could salvage the safety tape somehow?" 


"| don't know--" He turned around to lean against her, burying his face against her shoulder and breathing in 
her perfume, something sweet and flowery undercut with the sharp cleanliness of lavender and backed by the 
warmth of her own scent. It didn't carry; he had to be close to her before he could smell it. 

She played with his hair. "Do you want me to turn him into a frog for you?" 

That finally made him laugh, although he didn't look up. "Not a frog. | like frogs," he said, his voice muffled. 
“Something else. Something | could step on" After a moment, he looked up at her with a wan smile. "Fancy being 
a recording engineer, luv?" 

"| wouldn't have a clue what to do." 

"That's okay. Neither does he." 


She had to laugh. "Jimmy--" 


"You couldn't be any worse at it than he is." 


"You never work with the same one twice," she pointed out. That was the irresistible force at work. Driven, 
determined and utterly dedicated to the band, Jimmy refused to allow anyone else to get into a position where 
they could even attempt to lay claim to shaping Led Zeppelin's sound. Had he and his cohorts been lesser 
mortals, it would have been vanity at best and sheer arrogant folly at worst, however, in their case they 
were merely laying claim to what was indeed rightfully theirs. Maddy had a feeling that, to this day, they 


sometimes couldn't believe how good they really were. 


"Well, in your case, I'll consider making an exception” He kissed her nose, then looked around as Robert Plant 


came in. 


| heard something kind of interesting on the news driving over. Apparently only two chromosomes separate 


humans from chimpanzees," the singer said by way of greeting. 

"That many?" Maddy deadpanned. 

"Seriously. Chimps have forty-six and we have forty-eight," the blonde replied, 

"And some of us, who shall remain nameless - like Ron Nevison - have forty-five," Jimmy grumbled. 
"Uh-oh," Robert looked around. "Pagey, what happened? What did he do?" 


"Erased that perfect track | had down for that song we're working on," Jimmy said glumly. "And the safety 


tape's crap. It sounds like we recorded it under a fucking pile of wet blankets or something." 


Maddy decided to leave the two guys to their commiseration session and found a twist-tie for the dustbin 


liner, easing it out and carrying it outside. The dog followed her out the door. 


"Hey puppy," she said, waiting for him to catch up. She actually had no idea how old he was or precisely what 
mix of breeds. From what Jimmy had told her, he'd been hanging around Headley Grange since they'd been 
recording there. After their second stint, the Pages had adopted him. He stuck particularly close to Maddy, 
leading Jimmy to only half-jokingly refer to him as her familiar. "| have a feeling Ron Nevison's going to sharing 
your doghouse with you after this." She shook her head. "Poor Jimmy. He'll figure out something though. | know 
him." She walked around the side of the huge old house and peeked at the driveway. The mobile sound truck 
the band had borrowed from Ron Wood was still there, of course, but there was no sign of Nevison's car. She 
went over to the outside bins and took the lid off the nearest one.I'll bet he --" She looked around. "| -- uh, 
Blackie? What are you doing?" 


The dog didn't look around. He'd walked several steps over to the hedgerow bordering the yard and stopped, 
body tense, fur slightly bristled 


"What is it?" She looked toward the hedgerow, seeing nothing. "Okay, cut that out, poochie. Don't try to freak 
me out here." She dropped the bag in the bin, then looked around for the lid, replacing it and looking for the 
rock that should have been on top but wasn't. "Okay, where did that thing---" She froze, sensing more than 


hearing a slight shifting in the leaves nearby. Her eyes darted to the hedgerow. Someone -- or something -- 
was watching her.. 


"Who's there?" She quickly straightened up and spun around to face the unknown intruder, lifting the rock over 
her head. As she did, the dog charged the bushed with a growl, then let loose a fusillade of barks. There was a 
startled crashing from the other side, then the sounds of something running for its life through the leaves. 
Maddy hurried to look, but whatever it was had vanished into the thick verdant darkness of the forest. Blackie 
pushed his way through the bushes, stopping to thoroughly sniff a spot on the ground. He let out a puzzled 
whine and looked in the direction Maddy assumed the interloper had gone, then sniffed the ground again He 
seemed utterly bewildered. She dropped the rock, exchanging a puzzled glance with the dog. 

"Luv? Is everything okay?" Jimmy had reached her by then 

"Yeah. He just saw something he didn't like," she replied, meaning the dog. "Whatever it was ran off, though." 


"Hope it wasn't one of those bloody photographers--" Jimmy muttered, then looked at the dog. "Thats showing 
him, boy. Whoever he was." 


"l'Il bet it was a fox," she said, then looked at him. "I'm sorry about the tape, Jimmy, if that helps.’ 
He smiled. "It does, luv. And | think I've got an idea who to talk to about fixing it." 
"I knew you'd think of something," she said. 


He reached for her hand as they started back toward the house. The dog shot one last glowering look into the 
forest, then hurried to catch up. 


"Hey Mad, what the fuck is this?" Robert said as they re-entered the kitchen He had the book her aunt had 
sent, looking through it. 


"Just a thoughtful little gift from my Aunt Vivian," Maddy said, rolling her eyes. 

"Your aunt? Uh-oh--" Jimmy said 

"No fucking way!" Robert burst out laughing, 

"What?" Jimmy said, reaching for the book 

"| know something you don't know--" Robert held it over his head, just out of the guitarists reach. 
"Percy, Ill goose you--" Jimmy threatened, making an unsuccessful grab for it 


"Promises, promises,” Robert retorted, sticking his tongue out at the dark-haired guitarist. 


"Boys--" Maddy said, trying to sound stern and not succeeding. 


"Now what are they doing?" Bonzo inquired in an amiable growl, coming in the kitchen and heading straight for 


the ancient refrigerator. "There better be a beer in here." 
"Second shelf," Maddy said. 


"Hey Bonzo, guess what? Pagey's the Antichrist!" Robert said gleefully, brandishing the book in the drummer's 
direction while trying to hold Jimmy off with his other hand. 


"Fuck, Percy, | could've told you that a long time ago," Bonzo chuckled, 


"Give me that--" Jimmy tried to climb over Robert's back to reach, sending the both of them crashing to the 


floor. 


"Will you two behave?" Maddy said, trying not to laugh as Robert easily wrestled her husband to the floor and 
sat on him, straddling his back 


‘| may be the Antichrist, but | still get no fucking respect--" Jimmy grumbled. "And since when am | the 
Antichrist, anyway?" 


Robert adopted his best scholarly tone to read: "However, careful analysis of this so-called "mystic sign’ 
shows it to be the Symbol of the Beast, the Sign that this supposed man, Jimmy Page, is in fact the Beast, 
the Antichrist--" 


"The fuck?!" Jimmy finally succeeded in grabbing the book away from the golden-haired singer, sitting up. "You 
see, this is exactly why | don't talk about--" He shook his head. 


Maddy looked at him with a beguiling smile. "So can | still call you Jimmy when we're alone?" 

His rising irritation dissolved into laughter. "See why | love this woman?" he said, grinning at his bandmates. 

~ Ke 

"Damn, this guy is really serious, isnt he?" Jimmy was saying later. It was late that evening and both Robert 
and Bonzo had decamped for more luxurious digs, leaving Jimmy and Maddy with the Grange to themselves. 
Jimmy was sitting at the kitchen table with the book while Maddy finished putting away the supper dishes. 


"Although | haven't figured out which is more appaling - his knowledge of theology or biology.” 


"Why? What does it say?" Maddy looked over his shoulder, drying a handful of forks with a dishtowel as she 
did. 


"Well, he's claiming | was in fact birthed in the Egyptian desert by jackals, who then raised me--" 
"Until their planet was doomed by a fatal shift in its orbit, that is, at which time they packed you into a 


spaceship and sent you to Earth, where you were discovered by a couple in Epsom who then raised you as 


their own," Maddy added, kissing his cheek. "You grew up to be a mild-mannered guitarist and only your plucky 


wife ever suspected your secret identity 
He smiled. "And | have to keep getting cub reported Cameron Crowe out of trouble then?" 
"Exactly." She nodded 

"Weren't you going to be a reporter, luv?" 

"You're not supposed to know that" She put the forks in the drawer. "Who told you that?" 
"Your mother did. Last time | talked to her," he said. "Luv, what's wrong?" 

She looked down into the drawer. "Nothing." 

"Luv--" He went over to her, putting his hands on her shoulders. 

"Jimmy--" Before she could say anthing, there was a tremendous crash from outside. 
"The hell--2" Jimmy was already at the kitchen door. 


"Raccoons--" Maddy said, joining him, realizing she'd forgotten to weigh down the lid of the dustbin. "| forgot 
the--what is that?!" 


'|--" Jimmy broke off. They'd had just a glimpse of something brown and furry in the backwash of light from 


the window, something vaguely - simian? - that vanished into the woods before they could react--- 


Strange Things 


Author's Notes: 
Guess who just had to take her own acrylic nails off? Beauty isn't any prettier than comedy, apparently.. 


Z Strange Things 
Maddy looked at Jimmy, wide-eyed. "Was that a bear?" 


"| don't know," he admitted. "I don't know what it was. Hey, where are you going?" He caught her around the 
waist as she started to slip past him. 


"To find the rock to weigh the lid down" 


"No, luv. Leave it" He pulled her back inside, closing the door with his free hand and locking it, then, after a 
moment's thought, deadbolting it as well. "| don't want you out there in the dark with something we can't 
identify." 


"Jimmy, | think | can take care of myself," she said, sounding amused rather than annoyed. 


"That's not the point, hummingbird,” he said, kissing her nose. 
She went to look out the kitchen window. "Do you think Ron Wood's truck is going to be safe out there?" 


"Its Ronnie Lane's, luv. And yes, it's locked" He put his arms around her from behind, hugging her tight. "Come 
on, lets go to bed." 


Its only eight-thirty," she protested, looking around at him. 
He gave her a charmingly lascivious smirk. "I said go to bed, woman. | didn't say anything about sleeping.’ 
we 


It was still closer to nine-thirty before he finally joined her under the covers, flinching as he did. "Luv, do 
these sheets feel damp to you?" The cotton felt cold and almost clammy against his naked skin 


"Everything does. It's the humidity," she said. It wasn't warm - the past few days had been overcast and cool, 
almost raw - but the pervasive damp had seemingly soaked into everything, making everything in Headley 
Grange feel somehow moist and sticky. Touching the one remaining bannister of the huge staircase wasn't a 
good idea unless one was in immediate danger of falling down the stairs. A couple of days earlier, Jimmy had 


finally made an attempt at jump-starting the Grange's ancient furnace, but it had belched out such a noxious 


cloud of assorted fumes that they'd immediately abandoned any further attempts, relying instead on the huge 


fireplace - and each other - for warmth, 
He hugged her close and kissed her. "You know what?" 

"What?" She looked at him. 

He kissed her nose. "I love you" He gave her a smile of such tenderness that she felt a little weak 


"| love you, too." She pushed back the heavy sheaf of hair that fell over the right side of his face. Lately he'd 
been making a token effort at parting it in the middle, but it didn't stay. 


He gazed into her eyes for another long moment, then kissed her again. It quickly turned into a deep, intensely 
passionate and rather rough sort of kiss. In the process, Jimmy's oddly crooked front tooth - the one almost 
always touched out of photographs - caught her lower lip, drawing blood. Tasting it, he ran his tongue along 
her lip to catch any stray droplets, then sucked brutally at the soft flesh, making her squirm and whimper 
underneath him. 


"Now you're mine, woman," he breathed when their lips finally parted. "You're mine forever and | can do with 
you as | please--" He bit the side of her throat, leaving small red marks, then moved on to her nipple, teasing 
it with his tongue before taking it in his mouth. 


She caught her breath with a soft whimper, sounding almost afraid. "Jimmy, l--" 


"Not now, luv. Not now--" He slid up to kiss her on the mouth again "Oh Gods, woman, | want you so fucking 
badly, l--" He kissed her again, then whispered harshly, "You get me so damn hot--" Ye gods, she was 
beautiful; clothing really didn't do justice to her very voluptuous curves. Someone had once described her as 


being built "like a brick house" but he thought his Les Paul was a more accurate comparsion. 


"So | see." She reached for his erection, pressed hard against her thigh, wrapping her fingers around the shaft 
and rubbing her thumb against the swollen, slippery head. 


He moaned and shuddered, pulling away slightly. "Luv, don't, | -- I'll lose it--" 


"You'll get it back up again, won't you?" She pushed him over on his back and took him in her mouth, sucking 
hard for just a moment before letting go and licking delicately along the shaft, lightly, almost ticklishly. 


"Maddy, luv - oh gods -- oh fuck--" It took all of his willpower to keep from coming right then. Fuck, she's 
good--- she knew how to hold him off, tease him to the edge of insanity and back, until he was certain she 
was going to leave him hanging, in exquisite agony - he had no idea it was the technique she'd developed to 
keep her long-ago ex Darryl from ramming himself down her throat. No that it would have mattered if he had. 
He whimpered, biting his lip, feeling the first stirrings of orgasm starting to build, like a gathering 
thunderstorm piling up overhead, about to burst -- 


As always, she picked the most evil moment possible to back off. 
"Wh-what are you doing?" he moaned, looking at her helplessly. 


"You said you didn't want to lose it," she said, giving him as wicked a smile as she could manage. He looked so 
cute and so damn sexy, lying there, flushed and panting, his dark eyes mostly veiled by tangled curls. Naked, he 
was slender but not scrawny, nowhere near as fragile as he seemed. 


"You are evil, woman Pure evil--" He tried to steady his breathing. "When | get through with you--" 
"Yes?" 


"Neither of us are going to know what the fuck hit us." He pushed her down on the bed, going for her other 
ripple while he reached between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing it just a little too roughly for comfort. 
She flinched slightly, wishing he'd use his tongue instead. 


‘Sorry, luv--" He'd felt her wince almost imperceptibly and realized why. "I forgot." He kissed her softly on the 
mouth, then slid between her legs again, flicking just the tip of his tongue over her clit. "That better?" 


"Jimmy--" She couldn't quite get the words out. 
He grinned. "Hey, | ike going down on you, woman. You taste like spice tea with honey.” 
"I wha--oh gods--" She lost her train of thought when he licked her again, a lot more slowly. 


"You heard me--" He attacked her with his tongue and she whimpered, twining her fingers through his hair 
and letting her head fall back on the pillow. He really does act Ike he lkes doing this-- it still sometimes amazed 
her that he seemed to genuinely enjoy foreplay as much as shagging; he relished anything that involved the 
two of them getting naked, really--- 


He abruptly stopped, backing off, leaving her in much the same state she'd left him in, but before she could 
protest he had her in his arms again, thrusting into her. She clung to him, unconsciously digging her overgrown 
acrylic nails into his back. "Jimmy--" There was nothing gentle about this, not this time anyway, he rode her 
savagely, mercilessly -- not that she minded. She clung to him, clawing at his back, making him groan and 


thrust into her harder, biting at her shoulder almost hard enough to break the skin-- 
"Jimmy, I--I'm close--" she whimpered. 


"Maddy, luv, | -- oh fuck, I--" He shuddered and ground his hips hard against hers as he came, bringing her 
off a moment later and making her cry out. Then it was over and they clung together, dazed and breathless, 
utterly exhausted. Jimmy finally summoned enough strength to roll onto his side, pulling her over with him so 
he wouldn't have to pull out. He didn't want to, not yet, not now-- "You okay, hummingbird?" 


"Mmm. To put it mildly--" she murmured, snuggling closer, then raising her head for a kiss. "Oh Jimmy--" She 
tucked her head under his chin, basking in the warmth of his body, the sweetly musky scent of his skin. It 
really didn't get any better than this-- 


He hugged her tighter. "I love you, hummingbird." He buried his face in her hair, breathing in its clean scent, 


mixed with her perfume and the smell of their lovemaking. 


She sighed happily. "| love you, too--" So entwined, they fell asleep, never realizing that unseen eyes had 


watched them from a nearby tree the entire time. 
we 
Maddy started awake a couple of hours later when Jimmy hit her in the face. 


Sheesh, she sighed mentally, gently removing the hand that had ended up on her nose when he'd rolled over on 
his back. /f all those other groupies who want fo sleep with my husband had any idea what he's really like in bed. 
"Sleeping" was one thing, but trying to get the recommended eight hours of shut-eye with Jimmy Page in the 
same bed could be a bit of a challenge. Not that it wasn't worth the trouble. Only problem was, now that she 
was awake -- she sighed, out loud this time, and carefully eased herself out of bed, finding a robe - his, in 
this case - for a trip to the loo. 


He was still sound asleep when she returned, still lying on his back, his head turned slightly to the right. She 
smiled, then padded silently across the wide floorboards to shut the partially-open window. The night was stil 
and quiet, the moon well-hidden behind clouds. The only lights were several miles away up a small hillside, just 
barely visible through the trees. They weren't sure what they were for. Jimmy had told her he'd heard there 
was a small farm up that way, but the lights suggested something along the line of a small car park. Jakes 
watching your flocks by night fo a whole new level--- she pulled the drapes and rejoined Jimmy in bed, shedding 
her robe and snuggling close, pulling the blankets around them. Jimmy murmured sleepily and rolled over to 


curl around her. "Hummingbird? That you?" 
"I hope you weren't expecting someone else," she deadpanned. 


He chuckled, still mostly asleep, and gave her rump a gentle pinch. She snuggled back close and they both 
dropped back off to sleep. 


we 
Shall we roll it, Jimmy?" Robert inquired. 


"Rolling on three. One and two and--" The band - three-quarters of Led Zeppelin, at any rate - launched into 


something mid-tempo and bluesy, only to be drowned out by a low-flying airplane a moment later. 


"Motherfucker--" Bonzo muttered under his breath. 
Robert looked up. "Should we try to get the airplane off?" 


"Nah, leave it," Jimmy decided after a moment's consideration. "Okay, one and two and--" This time they were 
nearing the end of the first verse before a low-flying flock of thirty or so geese glided onto the grassy 
quadrangle nearby, honking loudly. 


"If it's not one fucking thing--" Bonzo grumbled good-naturedly. "Who gave them clearance to land, anyway?" He 
winked at Maddy, who was sitting cross-legged on Jimmy's amplifier, crocheting something raspberry-pink and 
very fuzzy. The left side of her lower lip was slightly reddened and puffed, looking like she'd accidently bitten it. 
It gave her a beguilingly odd little pout. 


"Maybe we shouldn't have tried this out here?" Jimmy said. 


"Okay, guys, that's it. Shoo! Shoo!" Robert decided to take matters into his own hands and charged the geese, 
waving his arms. "Get the fuck out of - uh-oh." Not only were the geese not moving, they were now all glaring 
at him with deadly intent. "Hey, be cool now, be cool. We can work this out, okay?" He took a step back as 

run for at as the geese, realizing thay had the advantage of both numbers and beaks, decided to chase him off 
instead. "YAAAAAAAAH" He ran for his life behind the house, hotly pursued by a horking, irate mob. 


"Way to go, Percy!" Bonzo yelled after him as Jimmy doubled over his Les Paul, laughing. "Show those fuckers 


who's boss!" 
"So much for his golden god mystique," Maddy said, then looked in irritation at her right index finger. "What 
the--2" She wiggled the acrylic nail, only to have it come off. "Damn. And it's all green under there, too." Her 


real nail was stained an ugly green-gray on one side, the result of water getting underneath the fake one. 


"Icky--" 
"Someone should tell Jonesy he doesn't know what he's missing out here," Jimmy said when he could speak. 


"Where is he, anyway?" Maddy said, not looking up from her hand. She'd just made the unpleasant discovery 
that several of her fake nails were loose - two with the same result as the first. Not again--- 


Jimmy shrugged. "Got me, luv. He's a strange bird." He hoped the bassist wasn't about to walk out on them. He 
sat down on the amp next to her. "Hey Bonzo, what was that bloke's name - that one we met when we - oh 
fuck, you know who--" 


"You're going to have to give me something to go on, Pagey," the drummer deadpanned. 


"Which one? What's-his-face?" Maddy said. 


"Not him, luv. The other one--" Jimmy leaned his head on his hand, squeezing his temples in an effort to force 


the answer from his brain. "Fuck Started with a K--" 
"Haring?" Maddy suggested after a tentative moment. 
"Harwood! That's it, luv! Harwood!" Jimmy grabbed her and gave her a very loud, smacking kiss on the mouth. 


"Uh - are we talking about the same alphabet here, Pageboy?" Bonzo inquired. 


"Keith Harwood! That's who | wanted to talk to about that safety tape. | just couldn't think of his name," Jimmy 


explained. 
"Oh" Bonzo said. 
Jimmy looked around "Do you think we should go help Percy?" 


"Fucking A---" Robert came around the side of the house, out of breath and picking leaves from his hair. "You 


could have bloody helped me, you know." 
"We figured you were used to stuff like that," Bonzo smirked. 


Robert gave him a dirty look, then turned to shake a fist in the direction the geese had presumably gone. "Two 


words, you fuckers, two words: foie gras" 

"You think its really a good idea to provoke them like that?" Maddy said. 

"Hey, they started it," Robert said, sitting down on the edge of the amp. "Shove over, Pagey 
"Do you mind? lm not that fucking skinny--" Jimmy grumbled, trying to light a cigarette. 


"You know your lungs probably look like the inside of that furnace in there?" Robert said, then looked a little 
more closely at Maddy. "Hey luv, did you bite your lip or something? It looks swollen” 


"| don't know how | did that," she lied, touching her lower lip, grateful that they couldn't see the bite mark on 
her shoulder. Then again, you should see what | did to Jmmy-- Her nails, in one of their final acts of fake- 
naildom, had left poor Jimmy looking like she'd taken one of his whips to his back - again. At least this time it 
hadn't brought blood. Maybe someday we'll manage to do this without at least one of us getting hurt? 

| hope not, luv, had been Jmmy’s cheeky reply. 

Sheesh. Was it any wonder she loved the guy? 


"We were just thinking of asking Keith Haring to take a look at that tape," Jimmy said. 


"Harwood," Maddy corrected. 
"What tape?" Robert said, getting up. 
"The safety tape," Jimmy replied, tapping ash into the petunias behind the amp. "I -- luv, what are you doing?" 


"Taking my nails off. What does it look like I'm doing?" Maddy sounded rather annoyed. "The last guy who did 


them totally screwed them up, damn it. Here, gimme your plectrum" 


"My--?" He handed her his pick, watching with a wince as she slid it between her fake thumbnail and the real 
one - what was left of the latter, anyway. "Luv, doesn't that hurt?" 


"Not so much," she lied, slowly working the last brilliant-red fake off to reveal her real thumbnail - a peeling, 
ravaged mess mostly stained a nasty shade of grayish-green. "Oh man. Not this one, too -- I'm not going to be 
able to have them put back on for like, ever--" She looked dismayed. 

"Maybe you shouldn't get them put back on at all, luv," Jimmy said, taking her hand to survey the damage. 
Without the fakes, her short, plump fingers looked even stubbier, squarish and blunted, with the remnants of 
her natural nails broken so far back to the quick that her fingers looked deformed. 

"But they're so ugly--" she said miserably. Plus, without the fakes, she bit them. Badly. 


"So? You're not." He kissed her cheek, then leaned his forehead against hers. “All right, hummingbird?" He 


wasn't aware that Robert and Bonzo were close enough to overhear. 
"Hummingbird?" Bonzo looked around. 
"Leave them alone," Robert said, feeling slightly jealous. 


Bonzo got up to stretch, walking a few feet away. And starting to lean on a tree. All at once, he stopped, 
looking down. "What the fuck kind of print is this?" 


"Pardon?" Robert went over. The drummer pointed at a print in the damp ground next to the tree. It looked 
almost like the bare footprint of a child, but there was something -- wrong -- about it somehow. Robert 
frowned, crouching down to look. 

"What is it?" Jimmy said from the amp. 


"Come look at this. It's weird," Robert said. 


He did, with Maddy following. "The hell?" 


"You're not summoning any demons or anything after everyone leaves, are you?" Bonzo didn't entirely sound 


like he was joking. 


"Not to my knowledge.” Jimmy frowned, trying to figure out what was so unsettling about the print, but unable 
to put his finger on it, so to speak. He looked around quickly at a movement nearby, but it was only Blackie, 


returning from only Hecate-know-where. "Hey you." 

Blackie sniffed at the footprint, but abruptly drew back with a whine. 

"Whatever it is must need Odor-Eaters," Bonzo deadpanned. 

Jimmy thought the dog looked more bewildered than repulsed, but didn't say as much. Instead, he traded a 
bewildered glance with Maddy, then said, "Hey guys, come on. Let's try to get this song finished, okay?" He was 
a little unnerved, but didn't want to let on. 


a 


"the newborn beluga, five feet long and weighing one hundered and fifty pounds." The TV in the other room 


was on but not being watched. 

"Great--" Maddy groaned, putting a hand over her face in consternation. "Those are my vital statistics--" She 
and Bonzo were in the kitchen. Jimmy, along with the band's formidable manager, Peter Grant, had headed off 
to town, such as it was, on a food run. Intent on getting a couple of tracks down, the rest of the band had 


elected to stay at the Grange overnight. 


Bonzo looked at her for a moment, frowning. "Can't be." He took another bite of his sandwich and added, 


speaking with his mouth full, "There's no bloody way you're that tall." 


She looked around the open door of the refrigerator. "Spank you very much, Bonzo." Youre supposed fo say | 
cant be that heavy, dpwad.. 


"Mad, seriously, what are you? Four foot ten?" He looked around as Robert came in from outside, accompanied 


by Blackie. "Hey Percy, how tall do you think Pagey's lady here is?" 


Robert looked her up and down. "I have no idea. Four-ten or something? Four-eight?" Maddy was so petite he 
sometimes fancied her to be part hobbit. 


"You guys are so funny | keep forgetting to laugh," she grumbled. 
"Why? How tall are you?" Robert said. 


"I happen to be five feet even, thank you." Maddy gave him a look and took a dish with several steaks 
marinating in it out of the fridge, setting it on the counter. 


"Uh-uh. No way," Robert shook his head. "No bloody way are you that tall, Mad” 

"Guys--" Maddy rolled her eyes. "Cut it out" 

"All right, woman, up against the wall--" Bonzo got up and grabbed Maddy, pushing her playfully against the 
wall, police-style, with her back facing him, pinning her wrists over her head. "We're going to settle this once 
and for all. Get your shoes off--" 

"Bonzo, what the fuck are you doing?!" In the quick flurry of commotion, they hadn't heard Jimmy come in. 


"Measuring her," Bonzo said, looking around, completely unfazed. 


Maddy pulled her wrists free and turned to lean against the wall. "I suppose | should be glad he isn't planning to 
weigh me, too." 


"She's five feet tall, okay? Now cut it out," Jimmy said, looking exasperated. "You know, just once I'd like to walk 


out for five fucking minutes without one of you idiots causing trouble." 
"Hey, your woman started it," Bonzo shot back with a grin 


Before Jimmy could retort, Peter came in. "Hey Mad, do you have any idea what the fuck they're doing at that 
place up on the hill? Fucking black car nearly hit us!" 


"It didn't come that close," Jimmy said mildly. 


"The fuck it didn't, Pagey." Peter sounded quite annoyed. "I'd swear the fucker had one of those government 
plates on it, too." 


"I think it was a - what do you call them - custom plate?" Jimmy said. 
| thought you said it was a farm?" 
"| said that's what they told me it was," Jimmy replied. "Why?" 


"Since when do farmers fucking drive Daimlers? Unless they're you, that is," Peter added with a grin, 


recovering his composure to a degree. 
Jimmy gave him the old reverse peace sign and he laughed. Maddy looked at her steaks doubtfully. 


If you all are staying, I'd better throw a couple more in here," she said. 


If You Go Out To The Woods Today 
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The bass drum incident really happened, according to Robert Plant-as did the goose incident in the last 
chapter, although | think | exaggerated it a bit. (And yes, they are recording Physical Graffiti in this story) 
The \"pencils!\" bit happened a few weeks ago in the secretarial center at work and no, it\'s not exaggerated in 
the least..and someone | seriously can\'t stand just had a baby and guess who had to send the flowers? 


3. F You Go Out To The Woods Today, You Better Not Go Alone 


Listen to this," Robert said, looking up at the others. It was several afternoons later and the band was hanging 
out in the kitchen, taking a break Jimmy was sitting on the floor leaning against the fridge, Bonzo was standing 
with his back to the sink, beer in hand and Robert was sitting at the table, looking through the newspaper. "A 
leading German publisher plans to launch a guide it says will help men translate the subtext of female 
conversation. The Langenscheidt publishing group, best known for its well-respected yellow foreign language 
dictionaries, will launch sales of a 128-page book to translate such baffling female banter as: "Let's just cuddle" 
into "No sex tonight please!" Other examples include explaining why a woman asks a man to take interest in the 


pair of shoes she may be trying on--" He frowned, wondering what was so baffling about the former. 
Jimmy looked at them with a knowing smirk "Easy. Because he's about to pay for them." 
Bonzo laughed. "It sounds like Maddy's got you well-trained." 


‘For your information, the last time she asked me what | thought of a pair of shoes, | had to talk her into 
letting me buy them for her," Jimmy retorted. "She took one look at the price and thought they were too 
bloody expensive." Unlike some women he'd known, Maddy loathed shoe-shopping. A particularly virulent bunion 
had fused the first joint of her right big toe into a twisted, bony knot, leaving it immobile and forced partially 
under the adjacent toe. For her, new shoes almost always required an arduous stretching-in-over-the-bunion 


period that didn't always work. 


"How much were they?" Robert said. Maddy and Jimmy shared the same Led-Walletesque mindset, although 
they were quite adept at talking the other into a much-desired but deemed-too-extravagant purchase. 


"| don't remember, but it wasn't that much," Jimmy replied. "Besides, with her it's a matter of the shoe fitting, 
not how much it was." He still winced when he thought of the time he'd teased her about walking too slowly, 
only to realize it was because a new shoe had dug painfully into that horrid bunion, blistering and reblistering 
until it bled. "And don't you think that's awfully bloody -- well, silly? The book, | mean" The only times Maddy 
ever needed translation were when her pronounced Southern accent put too much magnolia into her words - 


or several extra syllables in Robert's last name. Puh-laynnnnnn-yun-ut 


Robert laughed. "Maybe we're just a little more enlightened then most. Or else Maddy's been a good influence 
on us. And speaking of Lady Page, where is she?" 


"She said she had a couple of errands to run," Jimmy said. He assumed she was getting her nails done. "Hey, 


has anyone seen Blackie?" 

"Not for awhile," Robert said. "Come on, let's get back to work" 

"| still think you should try it with just one bass drum," Jimmy said to Bonzo as they filed out. 
‘Like fucking hell | should," the drummer replied 

ee 

"Beep-beep! Coming through!" 


Maddy obligingly flattened herself against the wall as Jimmy and Robert hurried by carrying a bass drum, 
which they quickly stashed in the pantry. 


"Okay, do | want to know what's going on?" she said. And here I thought the phrase "you never know what to 
expect" was just a figure of speech Sometimes she didn't expect the Grange to still be standing when she 


returned from an errand run. 


"We're just trying something, luv," Jimmy said, kissing her cheek as they hurried back out, presumably to the 
foyer. 


She followed. "Every time you say that, it seems to result either in a subpoena or a trip to the emergency 


room." 

"| told you | was just fine, luv," Jimmy said, 

"You had a staple in your thumb. That's not exactly just fine," she pointed out. A month or so earlier, the 
dynamic duo had taken it upon themselves to fix her malfunctioning electric stapler - which would have gone 
much more smoothly had they not been too stoned to remember to unplug it first. She was just thankful it 
hadn't been a staple gun. 


"Shh, here he comes--" Robert tried to muffle a giggle. Jimmy grabbed his guitar and sat down on his amp, 


looking contemplative. 
A moment later Bonzo returned, apparently from a trip to the loo. "All right, lets - hey, what the fuck?" 


"What?" Jimmy did the absolute worst job of looking innocent Maddy had ever seen. 


"Fuckers--" Bonzo rolled his eyes. "Jeez. Okay, | guess | can try it with one--" 
"That's the spirit!" Robert said, grinning. 

Bonzo gave him a dirty look. "Seeing as | don't have a bleedin’ choice, you fucker." 
Maddy had to laugh, shaking her head 


"Hey, did you hear? Tracy had her baby!" Peter Grant announced, coming in the front door. "We should send 


her flowers." 
"No, we shouldn't," Maddy said immediately. 
"Tracy?" Jimmy looked bewildered. 


"You know, from Ned Lockwood's office? His partner's secretary," Peter reminded him. "We really should. Its 


the nice thing to do." 


"Yeah, well, don't put my name on your little humanitarian gesture," Maddy said, giving him a darkly irritated 


look "Not unless you're sending her a bunch of dead ones." She sat down on Jimmy's amp. 
"Mad, be charitable," Peter said. 


She rolled her eyes. "What? | despise that fucking slut and you know it. And now I'm supposed to be happy she 
spawned? | don't even think she knows what species the kid is." She looked at Jimmy. "Come to think of it, that 
other stupid cow - that snotty little junior partner - is about to pop a bastard out too. Damned if l'm going to 
congratulate her on it, either. It's bad enough that they both exist without them reproducing!" She rolled her 


eyes. "If ever there were an argument supporting enforced eugenics--" 

“Supporting what?" Robert looked bewildered. 

“That's telling him, Mad," Bonzo chuckled, ducking under to fiddle with his one remining bass drum. 

"You're starting to make Bonzo sound easygoing," Peter said, a little taken aback. 

"That better have been a compliment, fuckface," the drummer growled from somewhere underneath his kit. 
Jimmy looked at Peter. "I hate to say it, but l'm with Maddy on this one." He'd never cared much for Tracy 
Merrit, either. She was a tall, slightly overweight and very supercilious woman of about his wife's age. She'd 
become Jim Beach's secretary when Maddy had left her job, thinking she and former fiancé Brian May would 


be marrying in a couple of months. The wedding had of course never happened, something which Tracy had 
gloated over endlessly - at least until Jimmy Page had, much to her chagrin, stepped in and ruined all her fun 


by marrying the supposed "airheaded groupie." For all her very vocal disdain, he suspected Tracy was actually 


bitterly envious of Maddy 

‘Is this that fat bitch with the glasses we're talking about here?" Bonzo said, poking his head around the drum. 
"Yeah," Jimmy said. 

"Three words. No. Fucking. Way," the drummer finished, looking at Peter. 

Peter looked exasperated. "What am | going to do with the lot of you?" 

"Which one is the partner?" Robert said. 

"You know, the blonde with that kind of neutered-looking pageboy thing? Kind of flips under?" Maddy said. 

"The one who had the pencil crisis?" Jimmy said. 


"Her." Maddy nodded, then looked at him. "You remember that? That had to be what? The first time you came 
by the office?" 


"What pencils?" Bonzo almost sounded like he didn't want to know. 

"The one who came charging out into the front office--" Jimmy unstrapped his Les Paul and stood up, taking a 
few steps forward and striking an exaggeratedly tragic, consternated pose. "Pencils" he exclaimed in a 
breathless, aggrieved falsetto. "Why! Can't I! Find! PENCILS?! Pencils. PENCILS?!" He put the back of his hand to 
his forehead in horror, then flipped the right side of his hair back, leaning over the amp to get right in 
Maddy's face. "I! Need! PENCILS!" Unable to resist, he finished by giving her a loud, smacking and very sloppy 


kiss on the mouth. 


"Mmmmph. That last bit wasn't part of it," she said, wiping her mouth as the others dissolved into laughter. "l 
- hey, who's that?" 


"Who's what?" Jimmy looked around and out the open foyer door just as a little red ragtop roadster puttered 
into view. He looked back at Maddy. "Uh-oh. Is that who | think it is?" 


She nodded. 
"Who is it?" Peter said. 


Jimmy grimaced amiably. "The Most Annoying Man On Earth." 


"Who?" 


"You'll see." Jimmy smiled wryly. 


The roadster pulled to a stop facing the open front door. Slowly, the ragtop folded back to reveal a chunky, 


strawberry-blond dude who stood up on the front seat, pounded his chest and let loose with an ancient war 


cry: 
"PAAAR - ARARARARRR - ARRRRARRRRARRRRARR - ARRRRRRATYYYY"" 


"Ooooooh, Mr. Cuddles, you're just like so funny and alll" his blonde companion squealed, clapping her hands and 
bouncing merrily on the seat. 


"The fuck?" Peter said. 
"My cousin Carlton," Maddy explained. 
"Your -- uh-uh. No fucking way!" Peter shook his head. 


Carlton pumped his fists at the sky. "WHO DA MAN? WHO DA MAN? PARTYMAN! PARTYMAN! HE DA MAN! IF 
HE DON'T PARTY NO ONE CAN! PARTY! PAAAAARTY! PAAAAAAAAARRTYYYY" He started to jump out of the 
car, only to tangle his feet in the door and land flat on his face. Undaunted, he bounced to his feet, pounding 
his chest and bellowing out the "Partyman yell," as Maddy called it, again. 


"Aye-yi-fucking-yi--" Peter put a hand to his forehead. "You've got to fucking be kidding." He looked at Jimmy. 
"You want me to get rid of him for you, Pagey?" 


Jimmy shook his head. "It's okay. We said he could stay overnight." 


~~ 


"So, then like | was like walking down the street and all, and then like | saw this like dress in this store and it 
was like cool, so | like went in and then | like--" Vicki was babbling on and on, happily oblivious to the fact that 


everyone's eyes were long glazed over with boredom. They were sitting out in the side yard at a little picnic 


table. 


Jimmy watched her with a sort of bemused clinical detachment, thinking that there seemed to be a lot of 
these sort of giggly, chirpy little airheads around lately. They all had the same kind of long, flipped-back hair, 
the same perky, chirpy, giggly little-girl voices, the same wide-eyed utter vapidity. Even their outfits were 
essentially identical - invariably the same skin-tight designer jeans or little denim cutoffs with the little cap- 
sleeve t-shirt featuring a cutesy slogan. Add to that the same level of immaturity - he shook his head ever 
so slightly. It was rather depressing, really. He looked over admiringly as Maddy came back around the corner 
of the house. She had a funny sort of pigeon-toed walk, putting one foot almost completely in front of the 
other as if she were on a tightrope - or a catwalk. It lent her a slinky, tightly controlled sashay that worked 


very nicely with the long skirts she favored, however, it also served a purpose - it kept her from tripping 
over her turned-in feet. He smiled. Damn, she’s cute. 


"What are you looking at?" she inquired lightly, setting a bowl down on the little table. 

"The most beautiful girl on earth," he replied dreamily. 

She looked at him in bewilderment. "Who's that? Not--" She hooked a thumb at the babbling Vicki. 

Silly girl" He gave her rump an affectionate pinch. 

Jimmy--" She blushed in spite of herself, putting a hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle. "Cut it out" 

He put an arm around her waist. "Hummingbird--" 

She sat down on the bench next to him. As she did, Carlton's little roadster came screeching into the driveway. 
He beep-beeped the horn and waved wildly, in case they hadn't seen him, and got out of the car bearing a 


brightly wrapped package, banging the door closed with his hip. 


"This isn't ‘cause it's Christmas or your birthday or anything!" he called, heading over. "This is because | wuvs 


my widdle Cuddles THIS muchie-wuchiel" He held his arms out wide. 


"Qooooh-oooooh!" Vicki squealed, bouncing on the bench and clapping her hands. "This is it! This is it! He's like 
gonna pop the BIG QUESTION and all! EEEEEEE!" 


Jimmy leaned over to whisper in Maddy's ear, "You didn't act like that when | proposed" He gave her lobe a 
little nip. 


She shivered slightly. "That's because you surprised the living heck out of me." 
Carlton didn't even have the box, which was considerably larger than ring-sized, set down before Vicki grabbed 


it, tearing at the paper. "Ooooh oooh, like what didja like get me and all?!" A moment later she extracted a small 
potbellied teddy bear wearing a little t-shirt that proclaimed MR. BIGBEAR II. 


"That there is real mink!" Carlton bragged. "See, Partyman knows him how all little Partysexys love them their 


mink!" 


"What?!" Vicki cried, then threw the bear at him and ran off towards the woods, wailing 
"IHATEYOUIHATEYOUILIKEHA TEYOUSOMUCHANDALLIHATE YOU!" 


"Huh?" Carlton was bewildered. "Cuddles, wait! Come back! Tell Mr. Cuddles what he--" He started after her, 
but she had too much of a head start. 


"Vicki" Maddy got up to go after her and Blackie scrambled out from under the table to follow. 
‘Luv, wait--" Jimmy got up, but Maddy looked around, shaking her head. 
"Wait here, Jimmy. | shouldn't be too long." She ran off, yelling, "Vicki, hold up!" 


Jimmy hesitated a moment longer, then sat back down, realizing he probably wasn't going to be much of an 


asset. This was very much one of "those" kind of situations. 


Carlton, meanwhile, had sank down on the end on the bench Maddy had vacated, picking up the discarded Mr. 
Bigbear Il and looking at it glumly. "What did | do wrong?" 


"Just about everything, from the looks of it," Bonzo said. 


"Bonzo, be nice," Jimmy scolded, feeling sorry for his cousin-in-law. Carlton might have been a dolt, but he did 


try. 

"| don't get it," Carlton mourned. "I don't understand women. | mean, l'm a hip swinging dude, kind of. | have 
money and a happening car. | take her nice places and tell her nice thing and buy her pretty things to make 
her feel nice and pretty and special. What more could she need a mon to give her?" 

Nobody spoke for a moment, then Robert said, "I think she was expecting a diamond ring." 

"What?" Carlton looked at him. 

"I think she thought you'd stopped off her because you were going to ask her to marry you," Jimmy added. 
"She said the thought you were going to like pop the big question and all--" He put a hand over his mouth. Oh 
tuck, its contagious.. 

"She what?!" Carlton looked utterly horrified "Uh-uh! No way! Partyman don't do marriage! No siree Bob!" 


"No siree Bol?" Bonzo looked at him strangely. 


"Hey, Partyman's a hip swinging dude! He ain't a-gonna be tying his partying self down to no old ball and chain! 
Uh-uh!" Carlton blustered. 


"Carlton, it's not really like that. When you find the right person, you're not tied down, really," Robert said. 
"And chains do have their place in a marriage--" Jimmy put in dreamily. 


"Uh, Pagey? Just a little more information than we needed--" Robert said. To this day, he couldn't always tell 


whether or not Jimmy was serious. 


"Yeah, speaking of which, look at that one," Bonzo put in, hooking a thumb in Jimmy's direction. "Last bloke I'd 


ever have expected to see happily married, but look at him. Can't be away from his missus five minutes." 
"Nor do | want to be," Jimmy said, glancing anxiously at the woods. "I hope she's all right out there." 


"Unlike you, she can take care of herself," Robert said. Jimmy gave him the old reverse peace sign and he 


laughed. 


"I don't know--" Jimmy looked up at the sky just as the setting sun vanished behind a nasty-looking cloud. "l'm 
going to go find her." 


~ Ke 


"Vicki?" Maddy scrambled over a huge fallen tree. "Vicki!" She slid to the ground and looked around, then back 
at Blackie in utter bewilderment, "Where did she go?" 


Blackie stood atop the big log for a moment, sniffing, until his uber-sensitive nose detected the unmistakable 
plume of artificial vanilla that marked Vicki's passing. He leapt down and trotted off, knowing Maddy would be 


smart enough to follow. 


"Ooh, how could | have missed it?" Maddy said a moment later, wrinkling her nose. "I hope my perfume doesn't 


leave vapor trails like that" 

Technically, yes, but youre forgiven for if, Blackie thought. Hers smelled like a perfect summer afternoon, all 
flowers and sunshine, with nothing particular to do nor any reason to find something.by now they could hear 
Vicki bawling somewhere nearby. They crested a small hill to find the blonde down near the bottom, huddled in 


a ball near a rock, wailing at the top of her lungs. 


"Vicki--" Maddy picked her way down with the facile grace of a little cat. "Vicki, calm down. Talk to me. What's 


going on?" 

"Mr. Cuddles don't love me! He don't love his Cuddlecups no morel" Vicki sobbed. 

"What are you talking about?" Maddy said, knowing full well what the blonde meant. 

"| didn't want no stupid bear!" Vicki cried. "| wanted a ring!" 

"Vicki, l'm sure he loves you, and l'm sure someday very soon he's going to pop the big question," Maddy said 
reasonably. "But you know, he might not be ready right now. He might want to wait until he has a little more 


money saved up so he can get you a really nice ring like he thinks you deserve." 


"But Jimmy like asked you after two weeks and all--" Vicki snuffled dismally. 


"That was different. Jimmy and | had known each other a long time before that," Maddy said, hoping Vicki 
wasn't logicial or rational enough to remember that she and Carlton had been together two and a half years 
while she and Jimmy had gotten married almost a year to the day after they first met. "I'm sure it's going to 
happen real soon. So why don't you come back with me and we'll talk to Carlton, okay? H's kind of starting to 
get dark out here." She looked up at the sky, realizing it had clouded up quite abruptly. Uh, yeah, no wonder-- 


"You think he wuvvies his Cuddle-Cuddies and all?" Vicki snuffled. 
"Yes, | do. Now come on, before it rains or something," Maddy said, holding out a hand to help Vicki to her feet. 


They hadn't even reached the top of the knoll before there was a menacing rumble of thunder. Maddy's heart 
took a little jump. Although she'd mostly outgrown a childhood phobia of thunderstorms (brontophobia, Tianna 
had told her it was called, which sounded more like a fear of big vegetarian dinosaurs,) she still didn't like being 
outdoors when it was thundering - nor did she like it when the lightning got too close. Luv, thats not a phoba, 
thats common sense, Jimmy had once said. Behind her, Vicki let out a little scream and started to run, only To 


go down in a shrieking, sobbing heap an instant later. 
"Vicki, come on--" Maddy looked around. 


"I can't! | like twisted my ankle and alll" Vicki sobbed, holding her ankle and rocking back and forth. "l'm scared! | 
want Mr. Cuddles!" 


"Vicki, damn it--" Maddy tried to haul the blonde to her feet, to no avail. / thought this only happened in really 
bad movies-- "Okay, wait here. I'll go get help." 


"NO, MADDY, DON'T LIKE LEAVE ME AND ALL! IM SCARED!" Vicki wailed. She tried to grab Maddy's leg, but 
Maddy easily evaded her. Retreating a few feet to the top of the knool, she looked around, startled to see 
lights abruptly come on through the trees, sensors triggered by the advancing gloom. & that the farm? Are 
we really that close? Vicki's twilight flight had taken her further than she'd thought-- 


Blackie abruptly growled, the fur along his spine bristling into hackles. Vicki wailed. As she did, a louder, ululating 
cry cut through the eerie preternatural dark: 


Chemm yvcho wchemm yvcho wchemm yvcho wchemm yvcho w-- 


Vicki screamed, huddling into a ball and sobbing. Maddy grabbed the only thing handy - a big stick - and took a 
wary step back, looking around wildly. She was shaking, but not about to let herself panic-- 


A white form exploded out of the bushes nearby, leaping straight at her. Maddy let out a yell of her own and 
swung at it, but before it reached her, something brown rocketed by her, crashing into it and knocking it to 
the ground in a flurry of leaves. Maddy scrambled a couple of steps back, tripped over a rock and landed on 
her rump. Blackie jumped between her and the combatants as she scrambled to her feet. By the time she did, 


the white creature had broken free, making a run for it. The brown creature shook a fist at it, then turned to 
look at Maddy and Blackie. 


‘Oh my God--" she said. The creature was a little larger than a chimpanzee, and, she thought, lighter brown. It 
got to its feet, looking curiously at her. Although she was almost sure it was a monkey, the way it stood and 
the general aspect of its face were disquietingly human. Blackie looked just as bewildered as Maddy felt, 
although he stayed protectively close, he made no move to attack as the creature walked over to her and 


offered a hand to shake. 
Maddy took it, automatically. "Uh -- hello." 


"Maddy, luv?" Jimmy's frantic voice startled her. "Maddy, are you all right?!" He burst through the trees just 


as the brown creature bolted, leaping into a nearby tree and away. 
"lm fine--" She let him pull her into a tight hug, leaning against him. 


"| shouldn't have let you come out here alone. I'm sorry--" He held her tight for another moment, then looked 


up as Robert caught up with them. "We'd better get back before it rains." 


Oliver 


Author's Notes: 
FYI-Maddy\'s dream back at the very beginning of the story was a NyQuil-induced nightmare of my own-and 


where Chemmy\'s character came from. 


"Where are Carlton and Vicki?" Robert said. It was about an hour later and they were back at the Grange, 
sitting around the front room. The storm had skirted them, other than a splatter of giant raindrops, they 
hadn't gotten anything. Although Jimmy hadn't relished the thought of getting caught in the rain, he kind of 
wished it had done something. It had been abnormally dry the past several weeks and the vegetation around 


the house was dying. They were going to have to be very careful about smoking outdoors. 
"Upstairs making hot monkey love--" Bonzo smirked, cracking open a beer. 


"Hot. Monkey. Love?" Maddy and Jimmy said in near-perfect unison, looking at Bonzo with the same wide-eyed 


expression. Robert longed for a camcorder. 
"Yeah, like the little critter in the woods," Bonzo said. 
"Critter?" That was Robert. "You're starting to sound like Lady Page here." 


"Percy, the correct term is "varmint," Maddy said, not offended. "I think that was what we saw in the garbage 
can that night. Cute little guy. Really tame. | wonder if he got away from a zoo somewhere?" 


"Or a traveling circus," Jimmy said. 

we 

An hour or so later, after Robert and Bonzo had headed upstairs, Jimmy went up to his and Maddy's room to 
find her sitting cross-legged on the floor amid several white plastic storage boxes and an assortment of bead- 
filled plastic bags. A fuzzy beige mat was spread out in front of her, littered with various beads, snips of what 
looked like wire, several small bags containing bar-and-ring toggles and an odd - very odd, in some cases - 
assortment of tools. Atop one box was a circular swivel rack with several necklaces of various stones and 
designs hanging on it. 

"Creating, luv?" He sat down with her. 


She looked almost sheepish. "Promise not to tell?" 


"Tell what?" He took an orangey necklace off the rack to admire it. It was tagged with a small handwritten 


sheet logo-ed StarSparrow Designs detailing the magickal properities of carnelian. 


lm putting a rack in Equinox, by the counter. See if they sell" She looked almost apologetic. "Steve said it's 
okay. There's just one thing. You can't tell anyone | made them." 


"Why not?" He looked bewildered. 


“Cause then everyone will only buy them because | made them. They won't buy then ‘cause they want to," she 


said. "| want them to buy them ‘cause they want to, not ‘cause your wife made them." 


Jimmy didn't understand what the big deal was - anything to help make a sale, in his opinion - but he didn't 
question her. Instead, he watched as she picked up a peculiar-looking pair of pliers and bead ever-so-carefully 
mutilated beyond recognition a small metal crimp intended to hold part of a clasp on She frowned, muttered 
something unladylike under her breath, gave up, cut the end off the string, and carefully double-knotted it 
with a long, thin-nosed pair of pliers before sliding a little metal clamshell with a hook attached over the knot 
and closing it with the first pair, the odd-looking ones. She finally looked up and saw him watching. "They say 


crimps look more professional than tips, but | don't know--" With her accent, it came out as "ida-no." 

"How are they supposed to work?" 

"Like this." She snipped another piece of silvery cord off a small roll, then retrieved the ring end of another 
toggle and another crimp bead. "You slide the crimp on, then the clasp, then loop the wire back through the 
crimp like this, close the crimp--" She neatly flattened the little silver crimp bead "--then you take the pliers 
and fold it so it's nice and neat -- oh shit." She'd reopened the crimp instead. "Okay, you crimp it, then fold it - 
- shit--" Half of the crimp had reopened and the other half had disintegrated into a mangled mess. "Oh-kaaay, 
so then you say screw it and find a clamshell tip--" 

Jimmy found the roll of beading cord - or wire, as she'd called it - and snipped off another necklace-length 
section. He retrieved a little silver crimp, her crimping pliers and another half a toggle. "Like this?" he said a 
moment later. 

She looked around at the perfectly crimped-and-folded necklace-to-be. "Jimmy?" 

"Yes, luv?" 

"You're an asshole." 

He burst out laughing and kissed her cheek. "But you love me for it” 


"In spite of it, maybe--" She rolled her eyes. "And are you sitting on my pliers?" 


"Why don't you reach under there and see?" 


"You want me to crimp your balls, James Patrick?" She held the odd-looking pliers about an inch from his nose. 
He chuckled. "Coming from you, that's not an entirely convincing threat." 


"How about if | threaten to tickle them instead?" Somehow, one wouldn't have expected the Dark Lord of Rock 
to be almost insanely ticklish - especially "there." 


"Okay, now we're getting somewhere--" He checked under his butt. "Nope, no pliers." 


"Drat. Am | --" She let out a startled yelp when her reached under her, pinching her butt instead of checking 


for the pliers. "Jimmy, | swear, one of these days--" 

He laughed. "So, do you want a pearl necklace?" 

"Only if it's the sort that comes from an oyster." 

‘Mmm, you know what they say about oysters." 

"Jimmy!" 

"Hey, they say the average man thinks about sex once every seven seconds." 
"What do you think about the other six?" 

"Are you implying l'm average?" 

"No, I'm implying you're weird. Actually, no, | take that back. You're a pearl." 
"A pearl?" 

"You know how pearls are formed, don't you?" 

"How?" 

"Through constant irritation" The affection in her eyes belied her words. 

He leaned over, cupping his hands to her face, and kissed her tenderly on the mouth. "I love you, hummingbird" 
She smiled. "I love you, too." 

He kissed her nose. "I love you more." 


"No, | love you more." She returned the kiss. 


"No--" he murmured as their lips met again. "I love you more--" 


When their lips parted again, she looked into his dark eyes. "I love you more than it's possible to love anyone, 
ever. How's that?" 


He smiled. "Yeah. Same here, hummingbird. Come on--" He got up, pulling her to her feet, and led her over to 


the bed. "Let's just snog, okay?" Right now he was fancying a good old-fashioned teenage makeout session. 


"You have that much self-control?" As they'd discovered their first night together, "just snogging" seemed to 
inevitably end up as shagging. 


"We'll see--" He reached around to put the light out, then kissed her. "I haven't done this in ages." 
"We do this all the time--" 

"Not like this, luv---" he murmured as they ended up in another long, sloppy kiss.. 

~~ 

"Mr. Cuddles wuvs Mrs. Cuddles." 

"Mrs. Cuddles wuvs Mr. Cuddles." 

"Mr. Cuddles wuvvies Mrs. Cuddles more." 

"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvs Mr.Cuddles more." 

"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mrs. Cuddles more." 

"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mr.Cuddles more." 

"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mrs. Cuddles more." 

"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mr. Cuddles more." 

"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mrs. Cuddles more." 

"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mr. Cuddles more." 
"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mrs. Cuddles more." 


"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mr. Cuddles 


more.” 


"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvs Mrs. 


Cuddles more." 


"No, Mr. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie WUVS 


Mrs. Cuddles more--" 
Robert groaned and put a pillow over his head. He'd been lying on the bed, still dressed, working on lyrics for a 
song tentatively titled "Driving to Kashmir.” Is funny when Pagey and Mad do that, but not those fossers-- 


Granted, Pagey and Mad's version didn't include all the wuvvie-wuvs. 


"No, Mrs. Cuddles wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie wuvvie 


wuvs Mrs, Cuddles more-—" 

On the opposite side of the "Cuddle Woom," Jimmy sat up and turned the light on. He and Maddy were stil 
dressed, albeit a little rumpled. "How am | supposed to concentrate on snogging my wife with that going on?" he 
demanded of no one in particular. 

"You ever notice how one couple's romance tends to be another's romance killer?" Maddy said 

He looked at her. "You call that romantic?" 

She gave him a funny look. "Do | look like a ditzhead?" 

"Why do people do that?" 

"Do what?" 

"Answer questions with questions. Why do they do that?" 


"Do they?" She looked completely bewildered. "I hadn't thought about it.” 


"Lookie, Mrs. Cuddles, lookie-wookie! Its Mr. Bigbear! Say hi to Mr. Bigbear, Mrs. Cuddle-Wudadles!" Carlton was 
saying. 


"Like hi Mr. Bigbear!" Vicki giggled. 


"Mr. Bigbear has to have his Cuddle-Bath before he goes to play in his secret treasure cave. Will you give Mr. 
Bigbear his Cuddle-Bath, Mrs. Cuddles?" 


Jimmy looked at Maddy. "Secret treasure cave? Tell me it's not what | think--" 


"Okay, it's not, althought it probably is--" Maddy deadpanned. "And most women would find it rather offensive 


to have that part of their anatomy compared to a cave." 


Jimmy tried to think of a better - or at least a good - comparison, but quickly discarded any that came to 
mind. There really weren't any. 


"OH OH YESSIE WESSIE OH OH MR. BIGBEAR LIKIE WIKIE THATIE OH HE LIKIE WIKIE ITS SO MUCHIE WUCHIE OH 
YESSIE WESSIE YESSIE YESSIE BITIE WITIE MR. BIGBEAR MRS. CUDDLES OH BITIE WITIE HMSIE EATSIE HIMSIE 

ALLS UPS OH YESSIE YESSIE WESSIE YESSIE--!" Carlton's bellows were accompanied by much pounding on the 
headboard. 

"Shit, you'd think he'd never been sucked off before--" Jimmy said 


"And it's not hard to see why," Maddy added. "And | really don't need any of these images in my head, you 


know--" Get me the brain bleach, now--- 

"Okay, that fucking does it. Clobber time--" Bonzo stalked by the Pages’ not-quite-closed door. 

"Bonzo, man, what are you doing?" Jimmy scrambled none-too-gracefully off the bed and hurried to the hall. 
"Taking care of this." The drummer hooked a thumb toward the Cuddle Woom. 


"Uh -- "taking care" of it?" Jimmy was uncomfortably familiar with the drummer's usual method of handling 
these kind of minor annoyances. 


"Wait and see, Pageycakes," Bonzo winked, heading down the stairs. 

Jimmy looked at Maddy. "| don't want to know what he's up to. Do you?" 

She shook her head. "No. Let's go see.” 

"Right--" 

Before they could, Robert's golden head appeared around the door of his room. "Was that Bonzo?" 
"Yeah. He went downstairs," Jimmy said. 

"Bonzo, those corkies by the door are mine!" Maddy had started down the stairs. 

"Mad, relax. | have a better idea--" Bonzo called back. 


"A better idea?" Maddy was forced to yell over Carlton's bellows of pleasure. 


"Watch and learn--" Bonzo started up the stairs, bright red cylinder in hand. 


"What do you mean, watch and learn?" Maddy followed him back up. "Bonzo, don't mess with the fire 


extinguisher, okay? It's fo--" 

"Lighten up, willya? Watch the master at work--" 

"Bonzo, that's a f--" 

"Bonzo, man, come on. Don't--" Robert was interrupted by Carlton's very loud, grunted and off-key rendition of 
"Whole Lotta Love." He looked around at the door, then grabbed the extinguisher. "On second thought, fuck it. 
Clobber time--" With that, he burst through the door. 

"Percy--!" Maddy was interrupted by screams and a fwoosh 


"Oh fuck--" Robert said in the aftermath. "It's foam--" 


"That's what | was trying to tell you--" Maddy wasn't sure whether to laugh or take one of Jimmy's whips to 
the singer's butt. 


"Percy, man--" Carlton was standing in the middle of the room, clad in a heavy coating of fire-retardant foam. 


Vicki was on the bed screaming. Jimmy, meanwhile, had slumped against the wall, laughing too hard to stand up. 
"Hey, we had fo cool things off in here somehow--" Bonzo shrugged. 

"Although your usual method would probably have been neater," Maddy pointed out: 

The drummer grinned at her. "I dunno, Mad. | kind of like this one better" 

She shook her head. "You know--" She was interrupted by a shattering crash downstairs 


"The fuck--?l" Robert figured it was Blackie - until the dog ran past them and down the stairs, barking 


ferociously 
"Blackie--!" Jimmy hurried after him. 


"Jimmy, no--!" Maddy started to run down the stairs, then decided it was quicker to take the one remaining 


banister to the bottom floor. Robert and Bonzo followed via the stairs - just as they heard Jimmy yell out. 


"Jimmy!" Maddy looked for a weapon, saw nothing, then grabbed the fire extinguisher out of Robert's hands 
and ran for the foyer. She got there just in time to see a medium-sized white blur launching itself at Jimmy's 


throat. He tried to stumble back, tripped over one of her sandals and landed on his rear. 


"Nol" She braced herself, started to let the blur have it with the extinguisher - and realized it wasn't working 
any longer. Undaunted, she darted in to the fray and slammed the butt of the extinguisher into what she 
figured was the blur's head. It dropped to the floor with a thud. 


"The hell--?" Jimmy said weakly. 
"Fucking chow dog--" Bonzo said, joining them. "I hate those fucking things." 


"| don't think it's a dog--" Maddy sat on her heels to take a closer look at the unconscious creature. It had the 
white, poufy fur, pointed ears and squat body of a chow, but its paws were pink, hairless and - not like paws 

at all. They looked like the hands and feet of a monkey - or small child. Its face, although covered with shorter 
white fur, was also not at all canine. They couldn't decide if it looked more like a chimpanzee or a child, but the 


effect was disquieting. 
"Chemmy!" 


Startled, they looked around to see two faces peering through the hole in the glass panel by the door. One was 
the little brown creature Maddy had seen earlier. The other, the speaker, was a man with a pale, thick- 


featured, simian face and coarse black hair. 


"That thing tried to fucking kill mel" Jimmy exclaimed, then scrambled back as the white creature - Chemmy, 
apparently - stirred. Bonzo grabbed Maddy's arm and pushed her behind him. As he did, the little brown 
creature climbed carefully through the broken panel, picked his way over to Chemmy and, after ascertaining 
he wasn't seriously hurt, proceeded to scold him in a long series of angry squeals and chatters, culminating 


with a sound slap on the nose. Chemmy whined, poufy tail tucked soundly between his legs. 
"That the little brown fella you saw in the woods?" Bonzo asked Maddy, more fascinated than angry now. 
She nodded, then looked at the man. "Are you their owner?" 


"Not exactly--" The man looked nervous. "Its a long story, really." He paused, then said, "I'm terribly sorry 


about your window--" 


‘Its not our place, really. We're just staying here," Jimmy said. As he spoke, there was a menacing rumble of 


thunder. 


Robert looked toward the front room, then, after a moment's hesitation, went and opened the front door. To 
his surprise, their unexpected visitor was no taller than Maddy, although he was swarthy and powerfully built. 
He was well-dressed in a neat topcoat, crisp white shirt, dark trousers and shined shoes. Despite his coarse 


features, his dark eyes were gentle and intelligent. 


"Why don't you come in, at least until the storm's over?" The singer really didn't think the man or his little 


brown friend posed a threat, nor did Chemmy now that someone was here to keep him in line. 


The strange man hesitated a moment. Before he could reply, there was a chorus of shouts and yells from the 
woods, accompanied by swinging flashlight beams. All three of their strange visitors looked around in terror. 


Oliver, Chemmy, run!" the man exclaimed. "Go!" 
The little brown creature hesitated. 
"Gol" His comapnion waved him off. "Hurry!" 


"You! Halt!" Seconds later the man and Chemmy, who was still too dazed to run, were set upon by around a 


dozen men, all in helmets and uniforms and wielding large guns. 


"You didn't really think you'd get away, did you?" one of them inquired sneeringly as he hauled the terrified 


man to his feet. 

"Excuse me, what's going on?" Jimmy inquired as politely as he could. 

"You seen another one? A little brown bastard looks like a monkey?" one of the men snarled in reply. 
"No, l'm afraid we haven't," Jimmy replied. 


"Shit. This bastard here--" He gestured at the frightened captive. "--stole him from a government research 
facility. If you see it, you call this number. We need it back" He handed Jimmy a card. 


"What kind of research?" Jimmy said. 
"Biological," the man replied. "It isn't carrying any weird diseases or shit like that, but we gotta get that thing 


back. In the meantime, keep quiet. And don't call the coppers ont his thing, okay? We gotta know first." With 
that, he followed the others out the door as they hustled their captives away. 


